


Thefrjft part of the contention of the two famous 

Queene Hell fire and vengeance go along with you, 
Theres two of you, the diuell make the third. 

Fie vvomanifh man,canft thou not curfe thy enemies? 

Suff. A plague vpon them: wherefore fhould I curfc them? 
Could curfcs kill as do the Mandrakes groanes, 

I would inuent as many bitter terrnes, 

Deliuered ftrongly through my fixed teeth. 

With twice fo many fignes of deadly hate, 

Asleanefacde Enuy in her loathfome caue, 

My tongue fhould dumble in mine earned words. 

Mine eies fhould fparkle like the beaten flint. 

My hairebe fixton end,asone diftraught, 

A nd cuery ioynt (hould feemc to curfe and ban, 

And now me thinkes my burthened heart would breake. 
Should I not curfe themrpoifon be their drinke, 

Gall.worfe then gall, the daintied thing they tafte. 

Their fweeted fliade,a groue oflypris trees. 

Their fofted touch,as fmait as lyzards flings. 

Their muflque frightful!, like the ferpents hide. 

And boding fcrike-owles make the confort full, 

All the foule terrors in darke feated hell. 

Queene. Enough fweete SufFolke, thou tormentft thy (elf. 

Suffolk; Y ou bade me ban,and will vou bid me ceafe? 
Now by this ground that I am baniflit from, 

W ell could 1 curfe away a winters night. 

And (handing naked on a mountainc top, 

W here biting cold would neuer let grade grow. 

And thinkeit but a minute (pent in (port. 

Queene No more, fweete Suffolkfmc thee hence to France, 
Or liue where thou wilt within this worldcs globe, 
lie haue an Trifh that (hall find thee out, 

And long thou (halt not flay, but ile haue thee repeald, 

Or venture to be bamfhed my felfe, ' 

Oh let this kille be printed in thy hand, 

That when thou feed it, thou maid thinke on me; 

Away,I (ay,that I may feele my griefe, 

Forit is nothing whild thou danded here. 
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houfes } of York* and Lane after. 

$ujf. Thus is poore Suffolke ten times banifhed, 
Onccby the King, but three times thrice by thee. 

Enter Vavefc. 

Queene How now, whither goes Vawfe fo fad? 
j'awfe. T o fignifie vnto his maiedv. 

That Cardinal! Bcwford is at point of death, 

Somtimes he rauesand cries as he • . ere mad, 

Sometimes he calls vpon Duke Humphreys ghod. 

And whifpers to his pillow as to him. 

And fometime he calls to fpeake vnto the King, 

And lam going to certifie vnto his grace,' 

That euen now he cald aiowd for him. 

Queene Go then good Vawfe, and certifie the King. 

exit ZJavefe, 

Oh what is worldly pompelall men mud die. 

And woe ami for Bewfords hcauy end. 

But why mournc I for him, whild thou art here? 

Sweete Suff/k; hie thee hence to France, 

For if the King do come, thou (tire mud die. 

‘Suff. And if I go,I cannot liue:but here to die, 
What were it elfc,but like a pleafant dumber 
In thy lap? i " 

Here could !,cotild I,breeatli my foule into theayre, 
Asmilde and gentleas the new borne babe, 

That dies with mothers dug between his lips, 

Where from thy fight I (hould be raging mad, 

And call for thee to clofe mine eies, 

Or with thy lips to dop my dying foule, 

That I might breath it fo into thy body, 

And then it Uude in fweete llyziani. 

By thee to die, were but to die in iead. 

From thee to die, were torment more then death, 

O let me day, befell what may befall. 

Queene Oh mightd thou day with fefetie of thy life, 
Then fiiouldd thou day, but heauens deny it. 

And therefore go, but hope ere long to be repeald. 

Suff. Igoe. 






